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Chapter One 


"Where the hell is Dave?" Tico growled as they sat in the studio. "He knows how important this is, its just 
fucking typical of him to be late." 


"Calm down Tico, I'm sure he has a good reason for being late, | know his time keeping isn't perfect but he's 
never this late." Richie had a bad gut feeling about this, David was over an hour late, they only had another 
fifteen minutes left before the web cast and so far David hadn't even called. Jon was doing his vocal warm up, 
Richie was all set up ready to go, Tico was stressing out big time, clicking his drumsticks together in an 
annoying repetitive rhythm, and David's keyboards were sitting waiting, how they were going to play if Dave 
didn't turn up they didn't know. Jon came into the room, geared up and ready to go, punching the air as he 
bounced through the doorway. He stopped dead when he looked round the room. 


"Shit, isn't he here yet?" He growled at Richie 
"Nope, no phone call either, doesn't look like he's gonna show. 


"Fuckin great! Just what we need!" Jon leaned back against the door, eyes closed deep in thought. "Well it seems 


we've got three choices, we either get the acoustics couriered over, or | play keyboards, or we cancel." 

"We haven't exactly got time to get the acoustic guitars brought over Jon, and we can't really cancel, | think 
were going to have to go with option 2" Tico snarled from the back of the room. 

Later that day. 

"Well that was shit" Jon stated once the cameras were off and everything was being packed away. 

"It was ok Jon, don't beat yourself up over it, you did fine." Richie threw an arm over Jon's shoulder. 

"Yeah, you did your best Jon, that's all you could do. Besides it's Dave who should be beating himself up. | still 
can't believe he didn't show." Tico noisily stomped across the room. "I bet he's with that bastard boyfriend of 
his, probably stoned or in bed, or both!" 

"l'm quite worried about him, | got a really bad feeling about it, | think we should go over there," Richie told 


Jon and Tico as they left the studio. 


When they arrived at David's house they knocked on the door and waited, when no-one answered Richie tried 
the door handle, the door swung open. They wandered into the house and called out for Dave but there was no 


answer. They walked through the house together looking for him. 

It was Jon who found David sat on the floor in the bathroom staring with glazed eyes at the opposite wall, a 
broken razorblade in one hand, a nearly empty bottle of vodka in the other. Jon quietly bent down in front of 
Dave and eased the razor out of his fingers, cursing when it cut into his own skin. David let him take it 
without a fight, barely even realising that Jon was there. Jon took the vodka bottle from David's other hand 
and put it upside down in the sink. He crouched in front of David and brushed back the blonde curls, looking into 
the red tear filled eyes, then quickly scanned the bathroom for any signs of drugs. 

"Have you taken anything Dave?" He whispered quietly in his ear, 

David just looked at Jon as if realising for the first time that he was there. 

"He's gone," Dave slurred. "They killed him, my JC, they fucking killed him, now he's gone." 


"Shit!" Jon exclaimed as David slumped back, his eyes rolling back in his head, then turned to Richie and Tico 


who stood frozen in the doorway. " Tico, go and get some coffee on, make it strong, Richie, help me get him 


into the shower, we've got to sober him up." 


Richie helped Jon lift David and pull him into the shower, they turned the water on and held him under it, Jon 
brushed David's curls back as he let the warm water pour onto his face, after a few minutes David opened 
his eyes, just as Jon breathed a sigh of relief David started to vomit violently, as he coughed and choked Jon 
gently lowered him to the floor so he was kneeling over the drain, supported on one side by Richie, the other 
by Jon. Richie looked at Jon over David's heaving back and saw the worry in Jon's face, worry that matched 
his own, they looked at each other for a while, silently reassuring one another that they could get David 
through this, they'd done it before often enough, that it would be ok. 


Once David had finished vomiting Jon and Richie stripped his clothes off and held him under the water again, 
then helped him out of the shower and wrapped him in a bath robe, Richie sat with David while Jon showered 
and dried off, then Jon took over while Richie did the same. They half carried David downstairs to the lounge 
where Tico had the pot of coffee ready in front of the freshly lit open fire. Richie and Jon sat David down on 
the sofa while Tico poured him a cup of coffee, Tico held the mug out to David who was just staring into the 
fire, he didn't make any effort to take the mug so Tico put it down on the table. Jon sat down on one side of 
David, Tico sat the other side, and Richie leaned on the mantle piece and stared into the flames as Jon started 
to speak. 


"Dave, you need to tell us what happened." 
David closed his eyes and clenched his jaw, a single tear ran down over his cheekbone, but he didn't answer. 
"Please Dave, we can't help you if you don't tell us." 


Dave let his head rest against the back of the sofa and tilted it away from Jon, Tico saw another tear slip 
down onto the cushions and looked to Jon, nodding his head in the direction of the door, Jon took the hint and 
stood up from the couch, Richie followed him out of the room. They headed upstairs and hunted through 
David's wardrobe for some dry clothes, once they had changed Richie took Jon in his arms and stroked his 
hair, he could feel how strung out Jon was, Jon always felt personally responsible for each of the band 
members, whenever they got into trouble he always blamed himself, believing that he should have been able 
to help and stop anything happening. Jon gratefully relaxed into Richie's arms, Richie held Jon tight, murmuring 


in his ear, stroking his hair. 


When they went back downstairs they found David asleep, curled up against Tico, his eyes puffy and read from 
shed tears. Tico slipped out from around David and pointed Jon and Richie towards the kitchen. 


"Did he say anything?" Jon asked quietly. 
"Yeah, he told me some of what's happened, he was still fairly out of it but | think | got the gist," Tico replied 


as he sat down, "It seems that JC was working for some guy called Morento, he was in debt to the guy and 
was working it off, he made some big fuck-up and Morento killed him, and now he wants Dave to pay the rest 


of the debt ‘cos he thinks it was Dave's fault that JC fucked up, the main problem is David hasn't got the 
money, he's been supporting both of them for the last few months and between the gambling and the drugs 
there isn't any cash left." 

"Surely Dave's got some money invested," Jon pointed out. 

"Yeah, but nothing he can get his hands on at short notice, they've given him until midnight tonight." 

"Shit, can't we get the money together between us?" 


| can't see how, its not just a few thousand, we're talking big bucks here." 


"Okay, this is what we'll do, you two stay here and look after Dave, I'll go and see Morento and try to work 
something out with him" Jon stood up from the table. 


"| don't think it's a good idea for you to go alone Jon, maybe | should come with you." Richie stood up as well. 


"No babe, you stay here, look after Dave, I'll be fine." Jon pressed his lips quickly to Richie's, then walked out 
of the door. 
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Jon pulled the car up by the back of the casino where he knew Morento had his offices, he was not looking 
forward to going inside, he really did not like the man. Many years ago before starting the band, Jon had done 
some work for Morento, lifting and carrying, delivering parcels, making coffee, whatever was needed. He had 
left on good terms so hopefully Morento would be willing to listen to his plea. 


Jon knocked on the scruffy door and stood waiting, One of Morento's thugs answered it after a few minutes, 
the large man pushed Jon against the wall and frisked him, slipping in a quick grope along the way. Jon 
shuddered in revulsion as the large hands squeezed his ass. The thug led him through the dingy corridors to 


the main office, where Morento was sitting in a throne like chair watching TV. 
"Ah Jonny boy, long time no see, | take it you're here to beg for your little friend's life?" 


lm here to see if we can come to some sort of arrangement” Jon said firmly, "Considering the debt isn't 
actually David's | think you should give him a chance to work something out" 


"A delay on the payment? | do not like delay's, there's always some excuse, tomorrow, Tomorrow, never Today. 
| cannot allow that. However, as | am now short of a member of staff, | may allow the debt to be worked 


off..." 
"David could work for you?" 


"Not David, he doesn't have what it takes for this kind of work, no, someone else would have to do it on his 


behalf." Morento looked pointedly at Jon 

"Me? You want me to work for you? Doing what?" 

"Well, | have a new casino opening in a couple of days, | need someone to work in the back room now that JC 
isn't available, | can assure you, you don't need to worry about being recognized, the room is only available to 
elite members and anonymity is of a high importance to us all. If you agree to work there for two months | 


will waiver the debt." 


"Ok, two months, I'll do it" Jon knew they weren't going to get a better deal than that, plus it didn't sound so 


bad, he could deal cards as well as the next person 


"Good, now go home, and comfort your friend, be waiting outside here tomorrow night at ten, | will give you 


your contract and drive you down to the casino myself." 


Jon left the dingy office and made his way back to David's house. 


The next night Jon stood waiting for Morento, he sucked on his cigarette and wondered whether he was doing 
the right thing, Richie had been totally against it, not wanting Jon to go away for two months, but also worried 
that the work might not be exactly as Jon expected, he had tried talking to Jon but they had ended up having 
a row over it. Jon had walked out, just telling Richie he'd be in touch as soon as he could Now he was worried 
that Richie was right, maybe it wasn't going to be as straight forward as he thought, not that he could really 
do much about it anyway, it was the only way to help David now. He had to do it, whatever it was. 


When the black van pulled up at the curb next to him, Jon flicked his cigarette away and picked up his bag, the 
door slid open and Morento stepped out, he held out a piece of paper to Jon, who stood and read it in the 
street light, it was a simple contract and Jon read through it quickly and scribbled his name at the bottom. 
Morento ushered Jon into the van and shut the doors. Jon sat on the bench seat against one side of the van 
with Morento on the other side, two thugs were also in the van, one next to Morento, and the one that had 
groped Jon at the office was sat next to him. 


As the van pulled out onto the road Morento turned to Jon, "You look nervous, do you want a drink?" 


"Yes please” Jon replied, Morento was right, he was nervous, his mouth was dry, his stomach fluttering, 


something did not seem right about this deal. 


One of the thugs opened a box and took out a glass and a small whisky bottle. He poured some into the glass 


and passed it to Jon, "down in one, that'll ease your nerves" he smiled as Jon put the glass to his lips. 


Jon tipped the glass back and swallowed the contents, he handed the glass back to the thug, the thug 
introduced himself as Tony and handed Jon another glass of whisky. Jon downed the drink in one swallow, then 
looked at the glass as if in shock, whatever he had just drank wasn't whisky, there was a cold burn down the 
back of his throat, a chemical taste in his mouth, he looked up at Tony, dropping the glass has his head span, 
everything moving in slow motion, he watched Tony move forwards, catch the glass and put it back in the box. 
Jon felt numbness spread through his insides as the chemicals travelled through his system. He watched 
fearfully, unable to speak as Tony's slow motion hand moved towards him, he gasped as the hand left a tingle 
on the skin of his neck, and trailed down to undo his shirt. He groaned as the hand moved lower to grasp at his 
crotch. He was unable to stop himself from lifting his hips to meet the hand that stroked his growing 


hardness. 
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Chapter three 


Richie lifted the glass of vodka to his lips, sipping nervously as he watched the door at the back of the room. 
It had been a hard two months for him, there had been no word from Jon since the evening he left, and when 
he did not return after the two months were up Richie had been almost frantic with worry and had sunk into 
a pit of misery when he didn't hear from Jon, he had been alone for the most part since Tico had taken Dave 
away to help him get over JC. He had asked around and heard that Morento had opened a new casino and bar 
upstate, he had been to the venue several times in the hopes of seeing Jon, but there had been no sign of 
him. He had been on the verge of giving up when he noticed that there was a lot of people going through the 
door at the back of the room, as he watched he saw that usually only one person entered at a time, and 
stayed in there for quite a while. Richie started watching the door and the people coming and going closely, he 
noticed that every three hours the same man went in and came out after about ten minutes, he would then 


stand by the door and take money from those who passed. 


Richie saw someone come out through the door, he took a last swig from the glass and nervously got to his 
feet. His stomach churned as he walked towards the door, fear of what he might find made his knees tremble 
as he got closer. He kept his head down as he approached the doorman. 


"How much?" he asked as he took his money out of his pocket. 
"Two fifty for an hour," the doorman grunted and held out his hand for the money. 


Richie peeled off two hundred and fifty dollars and pressed them into the man's hand, then took a deep breath 


and opened the door. 


Richie stopped dead as he saw the scrawny hooded figure chained to the wall, he felt sick as he noticed the 
hand shaped bruises on the figure's pale skin and the blood stains on the wall and floor. He forced himself to 
walk closer, knowing that he should help this man even if he wasn't Jon. As he neared the figure twisted away, 
Richie noticed the flash of colour on the figure's ankle, his heart skipped a beat, dread filled his stomach. He 
reached for the black tape that was wrapped around the figure's upper arm and started to peel it off, he fell 
back in shock as the top of a superman tattoo was revealed. Richie cried as he pulled Jon towards him, he 
lifted the leatherclad face and looked into the glazed eyes through the slits in the hood. Jon stared back 
unseeing, unhearing as Richie spoke to him gently, telling him everything would be alright, that he would be 
home soon. Richie managed to pull himself together and started to run his hands over Jon's limbs making sure 
there were no broken bones, he was suddenly aware that Jon was thrusting his hips towards him and moaning 


softly. Richie pulled away in shock and Jon fell back, a strangled sob escaping his lips. 


"Please, need to come..please..” Jon's pleading was muffled by the leather mask, but Richie heard it clearly 


enough. 


"Shit Jon, what have they done to you?" he murmured as he watched Jon strain against the chains trying to 


rub his cock against the wall. 
"Please..please..." Jon begged 


"Fuck! | gotta get you out of here!" Richie started to examine the manacles that chained Jon to the wall, he 
quickly realised that he had two choices, get the key or some heavy duty chain cutters. 


Richie looked around the room, there was no way he could just carry Jon out through the club even if he did 
manage to cut the chains, but there were no windows and no other doors. He turned to Jon and watched him 
writhe on the floor, unable to bear seeing the pain on Jon's face Richie sat down next to him and cradled him 
in his arms. As Jon rubbed himself against his legs Richie tried to think of a plan to get Jon out. His eyes filled 
with tears as Jon climaxed against his thigh, only to start rubbing again a few minutes later. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

Richie finally decided on a plan, not a very good plan but anything was worth a shot, there was no way he was 
leaving tonight without Jon. He walked to the door and took a deep breath before opening it, taking his lighter 
out of his pocket and jamming the end of it in the thug's back he instructed him to step back into the room. 
"Have you got the keys to the chains?" Richie asked as he jammed the lighter harder into the man's back 
"Y..Yeah, in my pocket." 

"Good," Richie quickly enclosed the lighter in his hand and threw all his weight into the punch to the thug's 
temple, then thanking his lucky stars that the thug was not as tough as he looked he hunted through the 


fallen man's pocket for the keys. 


Richie had just unlocked the chains when the thug came round, he pushed himself up off the floor and warily 
watched Richie approach. 


"Hey man, l'm not gonna stop ya from taking him, | know he shouldn't be here." 
Richie looked at the man in surprise. 


"Look, I'll make a deal with ya, I'll tell you how to get out, if you make your attack look authentic, | don't wanna 


loose my job over this.” 
"Okay, what do you suggest?" 


"Over there in that box is some tape, tie me up, kick me some, I'll tell ‘em it was a group of guys or 


something, I'll give ya some stuff you're gonna need for him as well" 

"Like what? What the hell could we need from you?" 

"Look, he's a nice guy, | didn't wanna mess with him but | had to do my job ya know? He's drugged up, y'aint 
gonna want to cold-turkey him off what he's on, you'll have to ween him off them, there's syringes in the box, 


and other stuff, ointments and such, take the box with ya" 


Richie walked over to the thug and told him to take off his trousers and shirt. Richie took the tape out of the 
box and quickly bound the thugs legs together and then taped his arms behind his back 


"So how do we get out?" 


"There's a fire door on your right when you go out of this room, you should be able to get to it without being 
noticed, it takes you into the carpark." 


Richie kicked the thug hard enough to bruise a couple of times and stuck another bit of tape over his mouth, 
then turned to Jon, he helped Jon into the far too big trousers and shirt, then helped him to his feet. Jon 
could barely walk, he clung to Richie as they struggled out of the room. Richie prayed as they crept along the 


wall, luckily his prayers were answered and no-one noticed them leave. 


Richie sped along the highway, glancing in the rear view mirror every few minutes to check on Jon, who was 
sprawled on the back seat with one hand down his trousers and the other over his eyes. Richie carried on 
driving straight back to his house with out stopping. It was the early hours of the morning when they arrived, 
he carried the box up to the house and unlocked the door, then he lifted Jon out of the car. Richie carried Jon 
straight up to the bathroom and laid him on the rug while he filled the bath. 
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Chapter Five 


As the water ran Richie inspected the hood that covered Jon's head, cursing when he found a small padlock 
tucked under the back, he ran down to the kitchen and grabbed a pair of strong scissors and returned to Jon 
Richie carefully snipped at the tough leather until he had cut it enough to loosen it, he gently peeled it 
upwards, trying not to pull on Jon's hair too much, he sobbed as Jon's face was revealed, gone was the 
beautiful smooth tanned skin, in it's place was a gaunt pale face smattered with dark bruises, Richie pulled 
himself together and quickly stripped the borrowed clothes off Jon, then snipped the black tape from around 
his arms. Jon lay moaning on the floor as Richie turned off the taps and threw some soap and a flannel into 
the bath. Richie gently picked up Jon and lowered him into the warm water. He quickly and gently washed Jon's 
body, frowning as the water soon turned red. He let the water drain and used the shower attachment to wash 
Jon's hair and rinse his body, then he lifted Jon out and wrapped him in a large fluffy towel and carried him 
through to the bedroom. He laid Jon in the centre of the bed and pulled the duvet up over him then picked up 
the bedside phone. 


Dr Jacobs arrived quickly, Richie led him upstairs explaining quickly what had happened then showed him the 
drugs that he had found in the box, the Doctor had just started to examine Jon, when the doorbell rang. 


"Where is he?" 

"Is Jon Ok?" 

David and Tico spoke at the same time, 

"He's upstairs with the Doctor now, he's.." Richie broke down as David threw his arms around him. 

David and Tico took Richie through to the kitchen, they held him until he could speak again and listened as he 
explained what had happened. Once he had finished he asked them to stay downstairs while he went up to see 


the doctor. 


Just as Richie got to the top of the stairs Dr Jacobs came out of the bedroom, "Ah Richie, | was just coming 
to find you, is there somewhere we can talk?" 


"Sure" Richie pointed to the spare room that he currently used as a study. 
"Do you know anything about the drugs that Jon has been given?" 
"No, nothing’ 


"Ok, well it's a fairly new drug, there have been several cases involving it in the last few months, it basically 


stimulates the body into a state of high arousal, and at the same time relaxes the muscles, it also dulls the 


senses, sight, hearing, touch, are all affected." 
"Will he be ok?" 


"I believe he will make a full recovery in time, as soon as | get him to the hospital we can start flushing the 


drugs out of his system..” 


"No! | mean, can't you treat him here, | really don't think it's a good idea for Jon to be in hospital, the press 


will be all over him, and Morento might find him, please, don't take him." 


‘| understand your concern Richie, but | really believe it would be for the best, | can get him a secure room, 


24 hour care..." 
"| can give him that here, please Dr, | will do whatever | have to, let him stay here." 


‘Its not going to be easy Richie, Jon's recovery is going to be slow and painful, are you sure you can handle 


it?" 
"Yes, l'm sure." 


"Now, | have to go and get some items we will need, | will be back in about one hour, | don't think Jon's 


condition will change in that time, | will be as quick as | can" 


Richie let the Doctor out of the house then went through to Tico and David, they were sat in silence in the 
kitchen. 


"What did the Doctor say?" 
"Can we see Jon?" 
They spoke at the same time when Richie walked in 


Richie told them what the Doctor had said as he downed a cup of coffee then led them upstairs, trying to 
warn them about what to expect when they saw Jon, but he found it difficult to find the words. 


Tico and David both gasped in shock as they saw Jon's gaunt face, his eyes were still glazed, his breathing 
harsh. Tico stood silently next to the bed, he gently took Jon's hand in his, and held it while his eyes rested on 
the abrasions around his wrists. David stopped a little way from the bed, tears streamed down his face as he 


turned to Richie. 


"Oh God, Its my fault, Its my foult.." 


Richie wrapped his arms around David and tried to console him as much as possible, telling him it wasn't his 
fault, no-one was to blame except Morento. David continued to sob for a while, Richie stared over David's 


shoulder at Jon, watching as he rocked his hips gently, rubbing himself against the duvet. 
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